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Apprentices Poem, &c. 
13. fry itt) 
Hat againſt Nature! Prentice Poets 
| .too? | | 
The Laurel Raviſh'd by ſuch thingsas you! 
Se how ſhe fades, and ihrinks from your command - 
Plant=Animal! {he flies your Artleſs hand. 
Long fince ſhe hated Noiſe and footy ſmells, 
And in ſerene and quiet Champions dwells : 
The heavenly Mxſes {corn to be confin'd 
Within the Limitsof a ſervile Mind : 
Their thoughts are boundleſs, as the Xtherial Sky, 
And born by wing d Imagination, yy 
Above the reach of thoſe that trembling ſtand, 
Beneath the Terror of a Maſters Hand. | 
Poor Boys! Jult from A-B-C Whippings come; 
That ſcarce fecure from Atkins fate, their Bum : 
Ata Cit's Table now preferr'd to wait, 
With Looks demure,tochange a Greafic Plate ; 
Where they've pick'd up ſomeT ory-Scraps of Stare 
From the Grave Softneſsof their Miſters Pate. 
 HugePoliticians grown of mickle might! 
Champions Equip't to Fight, to Write,to m— 
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. Thevery Zenithof your Poetry.) | 
When Shops ſhutdown fitting on ſolted knee. | | 
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If Maſter gives 'um leave; ſhut Cu pboard too 


A Mouſe will do as niuch as they can do. 

Poor Boys! A brace of Bucks was made thcir cheer 
Toſhew their Courage, Hearted like a Deere, 
Whoſe! PR Horns foretel the future Fates 
Their Wives ſhall fix upon their graver Pates. 

Unhappy Youths! miſguided by your Zeal, 
Come mind your Shops, andnot the Common. 
—_—_ ; 


'Tohis moſt ſteady hand; who ſtears the Throne | 


Beſt, by that Sacred Judgment of his own : 
Around whoſe Templesreſtsa blisful Crown, 
SelF guarded by.-the Powers of his Frown, 
'Gainſt all,but tho(e infatiate Woolves of Rome 


May Engliſþ Maſtitts proove their haſty Doom. 


But come Poor Boys, ye may in time be wile, 
Deſpair not, there are better ways to Riſe: 
Follow your Trades, and you may chance to be, | 
Thought worthy of their Maſters Pedigree: : 
His pretty modeſt Daughter hee'l beſtow, 
Which you'reacquainted with before, or ſo: 
To whomyou've {ung Ballad-obſcenity | 


Thus hopefully you'l riſe, and time may place | 
An Aldermans upon your Beard-leſs Face: - 
Wheregrunting out ſcarce ſence, tis underſtood 
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The Apothegme of the: Brother-hood, | 
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